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The Bt Hoy of KingLtAr, 

Old man . I my Lord. 

G/o/.Thenprethee get thee gone/tf for my fake 
Thou wilt ore-take vs here a mile or twaine 
Ith’way to Douer,do it for ancient loue. 

And bring foinc couering for this naked foule, 

"Who ile entreatc to lead me, 

Oldman . Alackc fir he is madr 

G!ofi.T\s the times plague, when- madmen lcade theblindc, 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure, 

Aboue the reft,be gone. 

Old man. lie bring him the beft parrell that Xhaue, 

Come on*t what will. 

G/o.Sirra, naked fellow. 

■E^.Poore Toms a cold, I cannot dance it farther, 

Glo . Come hither fellow. 

A^jr.Blcfle thy fweete cyes,they bleed, 

g/u.Knowft thou the way to Doner l 

£<^.Both ftile and gate,horfe-vvay, and foot-path, 

Poore Tom hath beene fcard out of his good wits, 

Blefle the good man from the foule fiend, 

Fiue fiends haue beene in poore Tom at once, 

Ofluft,as Ohidicut, HobbididenceHnnce of dumbneffe, 

Mahu of ftealing, Modo^oimixdei y S fiber digebit of Mobing, 
And Mobingyiho fincepoflefles chambermaids 
And waiting women,fo,bleire thee matter. 

Glo . Here take this purfe,thou whom thc heauens plagues 
Haue humbled to all ftrokes,that I am wretchcd,roakes thee 
The happier,heauens deale fo ftill. 

Let the fuperfluous and luft-dieted man 
That (lands your ordinance, that will not fee 
Bccaufe he doth not feelc,feele your power quickly. 

So diftributionfhould vndcr exceffe. 

And each man haue enough dott thou know Douer ? 

Edg . I matter. 

Glo . There is a cliffe,whofehigh and bending head 
Lookesfirmely in the confined deepe, 

Bring me but to the very brim of it. 


And 



The mg tear. 

And ile repaire the mifery thou doft bears,, 

With fomethingrkh about me. 

From that place fhall I no leading need. 

Edg.G iue We thy arwe,poorc TomihalHead theft 

Enter Gonor'tlland B a/lard. 

^.Welcome my Lord,l maruaile our mildehusband 
Not met vs on the way : now, where s your Matter ? 

Enter Steward. 

Sm*. Madame within,but neuer man fo chang ; d ; I toldehtm 
«f the Army that was landed,he fmiled at it, I told him you w r 

coming,his anfwer was,the worfe ; of G/^rrtreacheryandof 
the loyall feruice of his fonne,when I enformd him,thenhe cald 
mefor, and told me l had turnd the wrong fide out, what hee 
fljould mod defire, feemes pleafant to him, what like oftemute, 
ga».Then fhall you go nofurther. 

It is the cowitti curre of his fpirit 
That dares not vndertake,heel not feele wrongs 
Which tyehim to an anfwer,our wifheson the way 
May proueeffe5s,backe Edmund to my brother, 

Haften his mufters,and conduft his powers, 

1 mutt change armes at home,and giuc the difhffe 
Into my.husbands hands ; this trufty feruant 
Shall piffe bet weene vs, ere long you arc like to heare 
If you dare venter in your owne behslfe 
A miftreffcs coward.weare this fpare fpeech, 

Decline your head : this kiffe if it dutft fpeake. 

Would ftrctch thy fpirits vp into the ay rc ; 

Conceiue,and faryewcll. 

BaJ}. Yours i n the rankes of death. 

gonMy moll deareGlofter.to thee womans feruiccs areduc, 
My foote vfurpes my head. 

Stra\Madame,heere comes my Lord, 

Exit Steward. 
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